She had always been one of those people who just couldn't take horror films, or anything scary. 
Even in the middle of the day, with lots of people, after watching a scary film she'd have to ask 
someone to go with her to the toilet and wait outside, talking to her. She would still watch them 
though, and had once said something about needing to know what to do to survive, and also trying 
to numb herself to the fear they caused her. Sometimes her reaction didn't even seem like fear 
though, sometimes she'd cry and cry, and act as if everything was hopeless, this film had taken away 
everything she had to hope for. 

She read the news obsessively, especially anything to do with violent crimes, and seemed to know 
everything about most famous serial killers. She couldn't bear the thought of violence, but needed 
to know everything she possibly could about these sensational cases. I used to tell her most violence 
probably goes on within families, perpetrators of violent crimes are usually known by their victims, 
but she just wasn't interested in the more usual, though just as horrific, kind of violence. It wasn't 
just crime and horror stories though - she seemed to be able to find something to be scared of 
whenever she left the house. I remember walking along a scruffy suburban street in broad, if dim, 
daylight. She steered us across the road quite suddenly, saying 'Do you like dogs? I don't I'm a bit 
scared of them', and I thought she was just asking out of general curiosity before I looked where she 
was and made out a dog in the distance. 'Why isn't it on a lead?' She asked, and I saw her jaw clench 
with annoyance. 

When we hadn't seen her for a few days I for one just assumed she was having one of those 
periods when she didn't feel like seeing anyone, until the police showed up. I'm not sure why they 
came to me first. Although when I think about it, I was probably the closest friend she had, despite 
the fact that I didn't really enjoy her company. Apparently they couldn't find her parents and just 
needed to identify her. 

For some reason you expect the fearless brash careless people to be the ones to get murdered, if 
anyone does, not the careful, polite, timid little ones who any murderer must take pity on, and who 
are probably too careful to ever come across a murderer in the first place. 

It was too much, it sounded as if she'd been killed by all the worst horror films and violent crimes 
at once. They said they hadn't determined the exact cause of death yet, or what exactly had been 
done before and after her death. The policeman kept saying words like 'lacerations', 'ligament', 
'punctured', 'severed', and although he'd said he just wanted to warn me about the condition of her 
body so it wasn't too much of a shock, I recoiled at the attempt at an objective description, and I 
swear I saw a glint in his eye whenever I visibly showed my horror. 

It seemed too strange that these irrational fears an obsessions she had would end up coming 
true and killing her. You never hear about murder victims who were obsessed with murders, it 
doesn't seem like a plausible narrative. Not enough of a surprise when they are murdered. I started 
wondering if she could have known about her own murder on some level all her life, and that was 
why she lived the way she did. I knew it was scientific fact that there may be different dimensions 
where every possible event or moment that has happened or will ever happen is played out, and it's 
only time that allows us to travel through them the way we do - without it there is just an infinity of 
possibilities repeating themselves forever at the same time. Maybe we all know something about 
our own deaths, and they are reflected in the way we live our lives. 



I couldn't stop staring at the empty bloody eye sockets, but the only thing I felt for a long 
moment was relief. 'That's not her! It's not her!' I continued to shake my head as I stared at the 
policeman, smiling, after I'd stopped talking. The initial relief turned to an unnerving anxiety, and 
then constant fear, as their lack of success in finding her continued, and the fact that a stranger had 
been horrifically tortured and killed in her flat came to seem much worse than if it had been her. 

She knows us all, knows what we're most scared of, and she's turned us all into the way she used 
to be. We live our lives fearfully and timidly now, trying not to encroach upon anyone or anything we 
come across, letting others go first and apologising to people when they walk into us, living our 
worst nightmares through constantly believing they are really about to happen. 



